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Encircl'd In her clasping arms5

How have the raptur'd moments flown!
How have I wish'd for fortune's charms,

For her dear sake and her's alone !
And must I think It ! Is she gone,

My secret heart's exulting boast ?
And does she heedless hear my groan ?

And Is she ever, ever lost ?

Oh ! can she bear so base a heart5

So lost to honour, lost to truth,
As from the fondest lover part,

The plighted husband of her youth!
Alas ! life's path may be unsmooth !

Her way may lie thro9 rough distress !
Then, who her pangs and pains will soothe ?

Her sorrows share, and make them less ?

VI.

Ye winged hours that o'er us past,
Enraptur'd more, the more enjoysd3

Your dear remembrance In my breast,
My fondly-treasur'd thoughts employed.

That